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One 


Author's Notes: 
Dedicated to Rhi! It\'s a short one, though. 


"| don't want your pity!" 


Its not." | didn't finish my sentence. | just couldn't. Why keep arguing with him? Axl believes only what he 
wants too believe. Anything else falls right off him. “Fine.| just don't care. Believe | stay out of pity..or my 
career. Just believe whatever the fuck you want if it makes you happy. My words always fall on deaf ears, so 
why the hell does it matter?!" | winced because the words came out harsher then | meant them to be. But, in 


truth, he needed to hear them. 


His gaze hardened and his lips were set in a tight line. "It's dying, Slash," he stated, his voice almost perfectly 


calm. 


| felt my stomach sink and my breathing catch in my throat. | didn't have to ask; | knew what he was saying. 
We had both been in denial about it for a long time. But | stupidly asked anyway. "What is?" 


His voice quivered a tiny bit. "You and me." 


Closing my eyes, | inhaled deeply. | opened them back up to meet his gaze, but as | did he turned away to stare 
at the wall 


"| don't want your pity..your sympathy..or your excuses." He studied the blank wall as if it were the most 
interesting thing he had seen in his entire life. "Maybe we just need to move on to something else. But that 


shouldn't be a problem for you, man.you've got them all lined up." 


| quelled the urge to punch him in the face. | clenched my fists and glared at him. "Just keep playing the 


victim, Axl. It suits you so fuckin’ well." 

His eyes flash and he stepped closer to me. "Slash." 

| folded my arms to my chest and jutted my chin out, daring him to hit me. | wanted him to punch me, to just 
give me an excuse to beat him down. The image of me standing over him with my foot on his throat flashed 
through my mind. "What, Axl? What do you have to say?" 

His green eyes widened. "Slash..." 

My whole body tensed up. Wait for it.. 

"| don't want you to leave," he whispered. 

"What..2" | was stunned at that. | had expected an all out brawl. Axl, as usual, threw me for a loop. 

He buried his head in my shoulder and wrapped his arms around me. "Can we pretend a little longer?" 

Only moments ago | had wanted to beat the living shit out of him. Now | didn't know what to do..or how to feel. 
But | instinctively reached around to hold onto him tightly. It felt natural to do that. Just like it would have 
been natural to hit him. Axl had the ability to draw out these extreme emotions of love and hate so well. 
"Please?" he pleaded. "A little longer." 

"What about the pity?" 


He didn't answer, he only clung to me tighter. 


Could we pretend? Make believe that we were all right, that we didn't now hate each other more times than 


me felt this surreal love? 


Of course we could We had done that for years. | was bad as Axl in denial. | couldn't just let this go and 


neither could he. 
"You said it was dying.." 
"I know," he said, his voice was muffled. "But I'll take to its dying breath.won't you?" 


| felt that sinking feeling once more. To it's dying breath? Till it swallowed me whole and | was nothing, that's 


what he really meant. 
Fuck. 


"Me too," | heard myself say. I'm an idiot. A masochist for this man in my arms..and, for the love of God, | 


can't help myself. 
Maybe it's love.maybe it's fear..maybe it really is pity. 
Who knows? 


Ill just take it like always. With my cigarette and a smile..Let me go down with my ship. 


